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amused by the contemptuous way in which one of
them in reply to a remark of mine said, ' I would advise
you to read to-day's Times (that is, my own article)
before you take that view of the subject/ Incidents
like that were not infrequent More than once my
ears tingled, my cheeks reddened, as I listened perforce
in silence to some smart invective, and was made
aware of some serious blunder or some fallacy of
reasoning, for people were beginning to assert the
right of private judgment and to examine the quality
of the bolts of the 7 hunderer. Thackeray was one of
the few who knew my secret, and as he strolled round
from his house in Onslow Square, with his cigar, to
Sumner Place* after breakfast I was anxious for his
opinion, and I knew when he said ' I have not read my
Times very carefully this morning' that he was not
quite content with me. He could always guess what
was mine. He was, I think, averse to my course of
life. * Don't wrap yourself up in Times foolscap. You
have escaped now. Try work for yourself!' But
alas I There were the various little reasons at home,
and the twelve hundred reasons a year on the other
side of the question.

" One day some years afterwards I went to the office
with Thackeray and others to look at a new printing
machine; the old one was at work, whirling round and
round, and throwing off the long riband of printed
paper with the satisfied hum of wheel and fly, and the
buzz of life within its iron rollers peculiar to well-
organised machinery. Thackeray, with his hand in his
breeches pockets, his glasses on his nose, stood before
it for a moment, then putting his right hand /orth
with menacing finger toward the press he exclaimed,
t Heartless! insatiable! bloody! destroying monster!
What brains you have ground to pulp! What hopes
you have crushed, what anxiety you have inflicted on
us all!'

"And, indeed, the work became after a while 'work';
there was a great difference between the absolute
freedom of my life in the field, and the dictation from
the office. But that was but a small matter compared
with the thorns in my path which grew up as I
* Russell at this time lived at 18, Sumner Place, S.W.